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One 


Bodies packed Joe in on all sides - all but one, thank God for the bar - like he was in a bloody sardine can, and 


he once again cursed himself for not trusting Viv and Phil to behave and insisting on keeping an eye on them. 


Next time the idiots said they wanted to check out a club they'd heard about - and how Phil managed the 
sweat and noise and heat of too many bodies without a drink Joe would never know - he'd let them get into all 


the bloody trouble they could manage. 
Because no chance in Hell was he ever taking the chance of ending up in a gay bar again 


Didn't help the two idiots had disappeared within minutes, leaving him alone at the bard to hope to God he 


didn't have to spend all night fending off unwanted - extremely unwanted - advances. 


He hadn't thought there was any room, but somehow another body squeezed in behind him, so close Joe could 


probably figure out his religion Ugh. 


"Do you mind?" But his voice was swallowed up by the pulsing, throbbing beat of the godawful techno music, 
and the man behind him rolled his hips and Joe's eyes went wide. 


Oh fuck no. 


There had to be a path out, some gap in the tightly-packed crowd of sweaty, glittery men he could push 
through, get away from this guy so keen on being his new best friend. 


Another roll of the hips behind him. And there was most definitely no route to freedom. Joe tried to push 
closer to the bar in front of him, make a little space, but the best he could manage was to lean forward a bit 
- which of course pushed his hips back a little. 


Well, shit. 


The most annoying thing, really, was the tiny little voice in the back of his head - obviously connected to other 
parts of him rather directly - saying well, it does kind of feel good 


Because no, it didn't. Nothing good about the solid heat behind him, the press of an erection that was certainly 
making its presence known against the cleft of his arse - and this would be the last damn time he wore such 
tight pants out, he was sure of that - or the breath against his ear when the man leaned forward to press 


rice and tight against him. 


Nothing good about the tongue that traced the shell of his ear, either. Never mind the voice in his head 
getting louder or the further tightening of his pants, or the - 


"Stop resisting.” 


Low, raspy - Joe told himself the rumble and the breath tickling his ear didn't feel good but it was a losing 
battle, and his eyes slid closed. The hips rolled against his again, Joe's breath caught in his throat. 


Bloody Hell 

The man chuckled, and Joe clenched his teeth. Smug bastard. 

"Get off - fuck" 

Teeth catch his earlobe, tug, the hips jerk forward rather than roll, and oh Hell was that Am moaning 

"Dont worry, | will. And you will, too." 

One hand rests on his waist, fingers burning right through his shirt as the other snakes around to rub at the 
bulge in his leathers. And he pushed into the hand, and the hips followed him and he was sandwiched between 


that hand and that dick and God how he hated to admit it felt good. Better than good. 


He tilted his head back, let it rest on the shoulder behind him, catching his lip in his teeth when there was 


another chuckle and the lips and teeth that had been toying so expertly with his ear slid to his neck. 


The teeth sank in and Joe barely caught the shout that wanted to escape. Not that it would've been heard 
over the music, over that beat that shook the floor and vibrated through his body and guided the motion of 
his hips. 


And his hips were moving, and he hadn't noticed at first through the fog, but he was rolling them forward into 
that squeezing hand and back against the intensely erotic pressure of the hard cock against his arse, and the 


man was sucking on his neck and oh fuck he was probably leaving a mark. 


"Please," he forced out, and his voice sounded husky and strange, and he thought he was asking his tormentor 
to stop but his hips kept moving and one of his hands found its way back to the other man's waist and he 


clutched worn denim in his fingers and held on for his life. 
"| like when you beg" 


The words, the growl of his voice, the breath over his sweaty skin twisted together and slithered down Joe's 


spine and that time he was sure it was him moaning as the pressure built. 


The hips were pushing hard against his now, grinding, the hand that slid along the bulge in his pants pressing so 


hard it verged on painful, and Joe's vision was going blank. 


Another bite of his neck, right at the spot where it joined his shoulder, hard and brutal and his body jerked 
and oh God he was coming, shuddering and trying as hard as he could not to shout as his grip on the bar and 
the jeans tightened until his fingers were probably breaking. 


A harsh growl, teeth clamping down even more, and tremors shook the body behind him and for a brief second 


Joe wanted desperately to know what it would feel like without the barriers of denim and leather between 


them. 

Joe let his fingers fall from the waist, and he leaned against the bar, eyes squeezed shut as he tried to catch 
his breath. And before his head stopped spinning, before he could straighten up and turn around and get a look, 
the pressure behind him was gone for a split second before the crowd closed back in around him. 


Well, fuck. 


"Joe?" A hand touched his arm and he jumped. Viv blinked at him. "You're awful jumpy. Some guys are taking a 
bit too much interest in whether Phil and |, uh, share, so | think we'd better get going.” 


Joe nodded and let Viv lead him through the crowd into the harshly lit parking lot. Phil was already out there, 


waiting, and he cocked an eyebrow at Joe. 


"What happened to your neck?" 


/ lke when you beg 


"Huh?" Joe shrugged. "No bloody idea. Bug bite, or something?" 


" But _w 
Please. 


"Come on, before your admirers come looking," he said, and they set off towards the hotel. 


